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in the midst, would be that complex struggle of conscience
which gave its character to seventeenth-century England.
There were men living to-day who had seen greater and
swifter changes, but it was not the extent of the change
hi the seventeenth century which attracted Lewis but
the nature of it—a change from within, he reflected, the
root of the contest having been in men's minds, not in their
material conditions. Trivial, greedy, vain, ignorant—men
of the seventeenth century could be all these things; he
did not shut his eyes to the follies of the period; it was
not for any supposed romantic perfection that he loved it,
but for the close contact that it allowed between philo-
sophy and affairs, and for its recognition, which began to
wane with the Restoration, of a certain aristocracy of the
spirit.
What a story, if one had sympathy and imagination
enough to tell it! Though he did not think of himself as a
story-teller and the tale would never be written by him,
the idea of concentrating while in Enkendaal on the
seventeenth century and using some group of characters
as a vehicle of research leapt up in his mind and burned
steadily there. He seemed to have come upon the immedi-
ate task he had been seeking as part of his greater under-
taking. In imagining the life of the past and striving to
penetrate the minds of particular individuals, he would
move towards apprehension of the whole period, and,
while he linked generation with generation and entered
into their dreams, he would lose himself in the antique
thought. With a pile of books beside him, he sat in one of
the embrasures so that the window light was easy on his
page and began to read the Silex Scintillans:
Quite spent with thoughts I left my Cell, and lay
Where a shrill spring tun'd to the early day.
I beg'd here long, and gron'd to know
Who gave the Clouds so brave a bow,
Who bent the spheres, and circled in
Corruption with this glorious Ring,
What is his name, and how I might
Dtacry some part of his great light.

